Abbassaheb also hastened forward, and started ascend-
ing the steps. They met on the steps, and the meeting
was an astonishing one! Bapu flung his left arm round
Abbassaheb's waist, caught Abbassaheb's flowing white
beard in his right hand, puffed out his cheeks, and
cried "Burrrrrr!" Abbassaheb uttered "Burrrrrr!" in
return, gleefully, like a child. Then, they both burst
out laughing. And I stood there, wondering what on
earth this mystic "burrrr" could mean!

Then came the Dandi March (1930), and prison
both for Abbassaheb and me, as well as for a host of
others. I asked Abbassaheb: "That day, when you met-
Bapu, you both said 'burrrr!5 What did it mean?" "Oh,"
said Abbassaheb with his jolly laugh, "that is part of a
story I once told Bapu, long ago. He liked it so much,
that he converted that 'burrrr3 into a form of greeting."
(As a matter of fact the "burrrr" became quite a
convention between these two lively friends. Whenever
they met, they burst into a joyous "burrrr!" accom-
panied by a hearty hug on Abbassaheb's side, and equally
hearty beardpulling on Bapu's!)
I was, of course, eager to hear the original "burrrr"
story, and Abbassaheb related it to me. But I have for-
gotten it now. I remember, however, the interpretation
I put on that unusual, not to say startling, greeting.
It was this: "Burrrr!" said Bapu, which meant, "the
observance of the vow we took in 1919 has brought me
here." To which Abbassaheb replied, "burrrr!" mean-
ing "it's going to bring me here, too!"
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